'How can they land on tree-tops ?' retorted Zabiakin
* You'll see, one of these days they'll drop a message *
Nobody asked anything better than to believe it, and
the men greeted the aeroplanes joyfully Their friendly
throbbing in the air restored confidence
They're surprised to see us still here,' said the officers
'No doubt Senuonov has already opened his attack to
the east  We're the only ones who aren't on the move *
One morning the division set off It followed the course
of the nver and struck north, towards the Soviet frontier
The earlier defeat was forgotten It was a mere accident
which wasn't worth remembering
'An unimportant skirmish,' declared Rezukhin, sen-
tentiously 'But for that infernal rain '
It was not raining now, anyway, and the woods re-
echoed with song
'Well, soldiers,
Brave little boys,
Where are your beloved sisters?*
asked a voice, and the chorus was taken up
'Our beloved sisters
Are our trusty swords
Here are our beloved sisters *
The Mongols sang
'Beasts of all heads, of all heads,
Voices of all throats, of all throats,
Beasts of all isles, of all isles,
Voices of all mouths, of all mouths *
At the usual hour, the aeroplanes met the column. They
were greeted with a volley of cheers They proceeded
to accompany the column, sometimes flying low over it,
sometimes soaring up into the sky The buzz of their
propellers marked the road to victory
<Well, soldiers,
Brave little boys,
Where are your dear mothers'*
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